CHAPTER 14 


APRIL 24, 2011 


“Oh sweet mother of crap... There goes my lung...” 


Chie had called Justin earlier that morning to see if he was free for the day. She had 
apparently invited Yu and Yosuke too, but they were busy meeting up with some 
guys from the basketball team. Justin was half expecting to be dragged over to 
Junes again, so when he heard that Chie just wanted to do training, well, he was 
more than a little curious. She explained everything to him on the way down to the 
riverbank, practicing for when they were fighting shadows. In retrospect, that 
should have been the first clue that he should run like hell in the opposite direction; 
the second was the follow up explanation of: “I tried practicing at home... But my 
parents yelled at me for putting a hole in the shoji.” 


She must have seen the doubt in his eyes at that point, because she had to second 
guess whether he’d be okay with training. Only a mere few minutes later had he 
regretted saying he was cool with it. He had assumed training would be running 
laps, or doing push-ups, or something along those lines, not getting kicked straight 
in his gut. And it hurt like a bitch too. If ever there were a case of Someone's organs 
exploding from someone kicking them, this would be that time. He was surprised he 
hadn’t started spitting up blood at some point. 


“A-Are you okay?” 


No, not even remotely close. I’m relatively positive that | am dying right now, and 
it’s all your fault, Chie! 


“Y-Yeah. Just... Just give me a second to catch my breath.” 
“Did | kick too hard...?” 


Chie looked at him funny. She looked worried, but not in the usual way, where she 
had panicked over every little thing wrong with Justin. It looked more like pity than 
anything else, pity that they had been at it for only a few minutes and already he 
was close to vomiting blood. As though he needed her sympathy. She was 
patronizing him just with a simple raise of the eyebrows. Oh it is on now. 


“Alright... Alright I’m good. Hit me.” 


He didn’t really mean ‘hit me’ as in physically hit him, more of a “come at me bro,” 
kind of thing, only not obnoxious and douchey in every way possible. Sure enough 
Chie came at him full-force with another kick, only this time Justin had been 
prepared. Before he had been caught off-guard, unaware that “training” actually 
meant sparring, but this time; this time he was ready. He quickly jumped back, the 


kick sweeping clean in front of him. This was immediately followed by another kick, 
and another, each one gracefully being side-stepped by Justin. 


Justin was never the athletic type, so back when they used to play dodgeball in 
middle school, he tried to avoid throwing the ball, catching the ball, or anything one 
would actually do in a sport. Instead, he focused entirely on running away like a 
little bitch. And as terrible as that sounded, it actually worked. After two or so years 
of getting pegged in the face with a ball, Justin could dodge nearly anything you 
threw at him. More often than not, he was the last player on the court. Of course, 
that didn’t count for jack-shit when you couldn’t throw a ball. Regardless, he may 
not have been a heavy hitter, but he could dodge whatever Chie threw at him, 
much to her displeasure. 


“Quit moving!” 
“And get kicked in the face? Pass!” 


It took a couple minutes of wild kicking, but eventually Chie started to slow down a 
bit. Clearly she wasn’t used to having to follow up kick after kick in immediate 
succession. She sent another kick flying towards Justin, only this time, he opted to 
try to grab her by the foot mid-kick, kinda like in those action movies. He was 
entirely surprised when it worked, what considering he couldn’t even catch a ball, 
let alone a person’s foot. Chie’s face soon lit up with panic. So long as Justin had a 
grip on her leg, she was trapped in that position. The only real question was what 
exactly was Justin going to do now that he had the advantage. Go for her knee cap? 
An upper-body assault? 


She was surprised when she found that Justin had actually gone for the most 
obvious option, simply pulling on her leg so she fell flat on her ass. Chie puffed out 
some hot air as she laid down on the grass. He had gotten her pretty good; though 
she had to wonder why just pull on her leg. It wasn’t exactly an efficient means of 
taking someone down. Hell, at most Chie’s ass was a little sore, nothing she 
couldn’t get up from immediately. 


Chie looked up at the sky. It was actually quite the sight to behold. The sun was 
shining a beautiful radiant color through the cracks of the clouds; birds flew around 
in v formation, chirping beautiful melodies. Had she not been in the middle of 
training, she would have been tempted to stay there, lying in the grass. Her view of 
the sky, however, was eventually clouded by the shadow of Justin making his way 
up towards her, his hand extended to the ground. 


“Need a lift?” 


Chie gripped his hand firmly, though half-way through him pulling her up, she had a 
devious idea. Instead of using his weight as support to get up, she instead tugged 
on his arm, sending him tumbling to the ground next to her, landing face first 


against the dirt. This was not going to do wonders for his allergies. Justin slowly 
rolled his body over so he was facing the same way as Chie. 


“Last time | offer you a hand.” 
“Never lower your guard.” 


Chie smirked. It was clear she had stolen the line straight out of one of her kung-fu 
movies, but Justin decided not to point it out. Rather, he instead turned his attention 
up towards the clouds gently sailing above him. He hadn’t watched the clouds since 
he was a small child. Thinking of it now, he wasn’t sure why. It was a beautiful sight. 
There was a silence between Justin and Chie for a good few minutes as they starred 
up into the sky. It wasn’t interrupted until Justin eventually raised a finger pointing 
skyward. 


“That one is totally a velociraptor.” 


Chie turned her head to give Justin a glance of confusion. In all fairness, it was a 
pretty strange remark. 


“A... velociraptor?” 


“Yeah, you know, like the dinosaur. See look,” Justin propped himself up so he could 
point more closely at the cloud’s shape in the sky. “You got the head there, the eye 
there, and the claw there. Then if you wrap back around over here, you can kind of 
see a tail sticking out.” 


“Looks like a turtle to me.” 
“Hmm... | can kindaaaa see that. | still think it’s a raptor though.” 
“What even made you think it was a dinosaur.” 


“| haven’t really watched the clouds go by since | was a kid, but | remember the first 
thing | always used to do was look for a dinosaur. Usually a T-Rex. | guess it kind of 
stuck with me.” 


“Aww... That’s adorable.” 


Justin immediately blushed. He knew she was talking about when he was a kid, but 
the comment still struck him as tad bit... strange. Chie must have noticed him 
blushing too, because when he turned his head to look at her, her face was hot red, 
and her head was tilted away from him, as though to avoid looking in his direction. 
There was an awkward moment of silence between the two before Justin pushed 
himself off of the ground, dusting dirt off of his hoodie in the process. Justin had 
gone to reach out his hand to help Chie up, but was distracted by the sight of 
something on her shoulder. She stood up on her own, brushing grass off of her shirt. 


“Want to go at it agai...” Chie’s words slowed down to a crawl as she noticed 
Justin’s eyes focused elsewhere. “Something wrong?” 


“You wouldn’t happen to be okay with bugs, right?” 
“N-no, why...?” 
“Uh... | would suggest not turning your head left then.” 


Justin didn’t know why he had even bothered saying that. He knew she was just 
going to turn her head to look at it anyway, especially if he told her not to. Chie’s 
eyes immediately dilated, her mouth curved back with disgust and fear as she 
noticed a grasshopper perched across her shoulder. 


“Get it off! Get it off!” 


Chie fumbled about, trying to knock the bugger loose without having to touch it or 
bringing it anywhere near her skin. Justin himself was not exactly very fond of bugs 
himself, so there was no way in hell he was going to try swatting that off with his 
bare hand. Instead he picked up a stick from a nearby ditch. 


“Quit moving!” 


Justin made a quick jab of the stick, knocking the vermin off of Chie’s shoulder. 
Luckily, as though anticipating Justin’s movement, Chie jumped forward ever so 
Slightly, allowing the grasshopper to fall to the ground, as opposed to her back or 
her legs. This was immediately followed by Justin stepping on the thing. It didn’t 
settle quite well with Chie to see Justin just kill a grasshopper for being a 
grasshopper, but then, so long as it wasn’t on her, she’d be fine. The two breathed 
heavily for a brief moment before words were exchanged 


“Geez, Chie, | didn’t take you as the type to be afraid of bugs.” 
“Me!? What about you!? You were swatting it a way with a STICK!” 
“Chie, | have a phobia of STAIRS. How is it strange in the slightest that | hate bugs?” 


“I’m just no good with anything with thin, jointed legs. Or anything creepy or 
squirmy.” Chie paused for a moment, scrunching her face up in disgust. “Ack, now | 
can’t get ‘em out of my mind! | can’t stand those things.” 


“Eh... I’m sure Yukiko’s worse when it comes to bugs. So there’s always that.” 
“Actually, she’s fine with them.” 


“Really? Hold on, let me get this straight. You, the chick who’s into kung-fu, are 
afraid of a grasshopper, but Yukiko, who is ridiculously shy, reserved, and is pretty 
much the girliest girl | have ever met, isn’t?” 


“| can’t help it. | totally lose it when | see those things. Kinda funny, huh?” 
“| thought it was very feminine.” 

“Th-That’s not true! Besides you did the same thing!” 

“Ah, but alas, m’lady, |am a VERY girly man.” 


Chie couldn’t help but laugh at the comment, though whether it was Justin’s 
insistence on forcing the word “m’lady” in again, or him calling himself a girly man 
that she found so hysterical was debatable. Her laughter eventually came to a stop, 
however, and her grin eventually formed itself into a frown. 


“| really should get over my fear of bugs. | don’t want to look like a sissy...” 


“What, cause you’re afraid of bugs? That doesn’t make you a sissy, that makes you 
you. Besides, | ain’t judging.” 


“You think so?” 

“Would | lie to you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Sooner or later that will stop working on me.” 

“Is it working now?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well then that settles that.” 

One of these days, Satonaka, ONE OF THESE DAYS...! 
“Alright, you want to go another round.” 


Justin cracked his neck from side to side. It seemed really badass whenever an actor 
did it in movies, but alas, not so much in real life. Regardless, as he finished jolting 
his neck muscles to and fro, he lowered his stance, legs spread apart, arms hanging 
loosely in front of his face. 


“Alright, ready.” 


Justin immediately plopped down on his couch, ice pack to his head. He had gotten 
over-confident from his victory earlier that day, and had taken a pretty bad blow to 
his head. In all fairness though, he thought it was generally agreed upon that 
attacks towards the head were off-limits. Chie could be really vicious during training 
if she wanted to. 


“You sure you’re alright?” 


His head was bleeding slightly, a footprint carved into the side of his head, but it 
was only a superficial cut, nothing he had to worry about. 


“If | say no, will you stop asking?” 
“I’m just worried is all...” 
“That’s the problem, isn’t it? It’s just a cut; don’t worry so much about it.” 


Chie sighed. She knew Justin was just trying to alleviate her concerns, but he could 
be a real ass about it sometimes. Either way, she found herself taking a seat next to 
him on the couch, starring at him slightly from the sides. 


“How did you learn to kick so hard anyway?” 
“H-huh? Oh... | guess | just sorta practiced...” 
“That... slightly concerns me.” 

“...Why?” 

“What did you kill?” 


Chie picked up a pillow from the opposite end of the couch and threw it at Justin. 
Probably not the smartest move, because blood can be difficult to get off of leather. 


“Alright! Alright! Geez, | won’t tell anyone about the body.” 
“You are such a jerk!” 

“Aren't 1?” 

“Oh no, that is NOT working on me again.” 

“Oh it totally is.” 

“Is not!” 

“Then what are you mad about?” 


“| a“ 


Chie paused. They had only been off-topic for a brief moment and she already 
forgotten what Justin had said to irritate her. 


“That’s what | thought.” 


“Alright fine, you win.” 


Chie practically slammed her back against the back cushion of the couch, a slight 
pout on her face. Justin lifted his eyes to look at the digital clock. It was still fairly 
early, and he had nothing better to do but bleed out at the moment. He picked up a 
controller in front of him, turning on the television from the distance. As the screen 
flickered into light, it seemed that the Playstation 3 had been left running overnight. 
Justin had a bad habit of forgetting to turn it off sometimes, but that made it 
convenient today since every time he got up to move, his back felt like it was 
inflated along five different spots on his spine. He quickly grabbed the controller off 
the coffee table. 


“What game is this?” 
“Dark Souls.” 


An amusing thought struck Justin’s head. Chie didn’t seem the type to play video 
games, so why not let her take the reins on this little operation. It would be fun to 
watch how she reacted to a game that’s sole purpose is to torture the player. He 
dropped the controller gently in her hand. 


“H-huh? What’s this for?” 

“Well you're playing, aren’t you?” 
“W-wait, | don’t even know how to play!” 
“That’s good, cause neither do I.” 


It wasn’t completely far from the truth. He knew how the controls worked and shit, 
but god forbid he go five steps without something killing him. Time passed as Chie 
struggled to get a hang of the controls. At first it seemed she thought she was dying 
because she didn’t know how to play, but as she got more and more accustomed to 
it, she seemed to get angrier and angrier with each successive death. 


“What the hell!? Where did that dragon come from!?” 
“Only one hit? You had full health, right?” 

“I think so...” 

“Holy shit that is tough.” 

“How are you supposed to survive that thing!?” 
“Maybe you have to outrun it.” 

“Yeah, that makes sense.” 


So Chie tried to outrun it. Twice. Once with armor, once without, each time failing 
miserably to outrun the flames that engulfed her avatar, instantly killing it. 


“Well, | guess that rules outrunning it out.” 
“How is this even supposed to be fair!?” 
“It’s not.” 

“This is such bull!” 


Justin couldn’t help but chuckle. He had half expected that kind of reaction out of 
her anyway. God knows that’s how he acted whenever he got killed in this game, 
anyway. 


“How do you even put up with this? It’s so hard!” 
“That’s part of the fun, | guess.” 

“I didn’t know torture was supposed to be fun.” 
“Well, that depends on who you ask.” 

“You know what, forget | even said anything.” 


It took a good two hours or so, but Chie eventually managed to get her character to 
a boss fight. It was past where Justin had been able to get, which impressed him 
considering Chie barely knew the controls. It was huge, at least 4 times the size of 
the player, and had wide arching swings. It completely annihilated Chie before she 
had even finished entering the room. This was immediately followed by Chie 
throwing the controller across the room, and Justin laughing like a maniac. 


“Oh | am so done with this game.” 

“Well | am too if you threw that controller as hard as you kick.” 
“S-sorry about that.” 

“No worries, | do it at least twice a week anyway.” 


Chie squinted her eyes a bit, starring at the wall. Sure enough, to the right of where 
her controller had hit was the slightest indentation, most likely a result of having 
objects hurled at it on a regular basis. Chie couldn’t help but laugh along after 
realizing she wasn’t the only one who had nearly broke a controller in her rage. 


“Oh man, remind me to get a second controller at some point.” 
“| could always bring mine from home.” 
“You have a Playstation?” 


“Yeah, why?” 


“You never really struck me as being into video games. 


“Why? ‘Cause I’m a girl?” 

“Would you be offended if | said yes?” 
“Kinda.” 

“Then no.” 


“And you say you never lie.” 
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